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My son was sent there. He never came out. The
case was in this town, and I came here and spent
all I had for him. Then I thought I will wait here
until they let him out; but he never came. It will
be the same with your man. Go back to the vil-
lage."
Punchi Menika wept quietly from weariness and
hunger and misery at the old man's words:
"It is no good crying," he said; "I am old, and
who should know better than I? They never come
out. It is better to go back to the village."
Punchi Menika got up and walked slowly up the
hill, and then round the prison. There was only
one entrance to it, an immense solid wooden gate
studded with iron nails. She knocked timidly, so
timidly that the sound was not heard within. Then
she sat down against the wall and waited. Hours
passed, and nothing happened; the gate remained
closed; no sound could be heard from within the
prison; the hill was deserted except for the five
cows whose coughing she could hear from time to
time below her. But she waited patiently for some-
thing to happen, only moving now and again into
the shadow of the wall, when the sun in its course
beat down upon her.
At last the door opened, and a man in a khaki uni-
form and helmet, carrying a club in his hand, came